RUSSIAN ENGINEER

who acted as our interpreter he angrily demanded,
through him, what the iniquitous volume contained.
As carefully as I could I explained that it was only
a novel by the late Edgar Wallace ; although at the
time I had the greatest difficulty in preventing myself
from bursting out laughing at the fiercely doubtful
faces of our inquisitors. Finally I satisfied them,
and we were permitted to go aboard the Russian
International Wagons Lits and resume our journey
to Moscow*

By one o'clock next day we had our first glimpse
of the city, which I regard as one of the gloomiest
in the world, Everyone seemed depressed m Russia
and an air of woe pervaded both train and station
as we steamed in. From the distance came the
clanging of tram bells, and the hoots of imported
British motor buses which cheered us somewhat,
We stepped from the train with our Irish friend,
who looked about him critically.
" Well," was his final comment, " Thank the

Lord  I  haven't   long  to  spend  in  this  b-----

morgue/'

Hardly were the words out of his mouth, when
two smartly dressed civilians who had been eyeing
the train passengers very carefully rushed up to
him. We were all scared for a second, thinking that
there must be something in the hair-raising tales
we had heard of the redoubtable O.G.P.U. The
first words of the bigger of the two men turned our
fear to amusement.

"Ah, Mr. Westgarth," he beamed cordially, " we
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